Diaspora of the Tramp

afternoon the tramps arrive in that deserted street. We would see
them looking for sticks in the outskirts of the wood. At that time,
the golden sunset lit this valley, so near to the steel town and the
collieries. If you listened, there was no sound but the voices of
children upon the hill. The white cornfield, white in the mist of
distance, is being reaped across the valley. Far off, there is the
sound of an engine. It would be strange to come back again, at
midnight, and look among the kilns until you found the tramps'
fire and could hear their breathing, but would not dare to peer
within.

That is a mining town in Derbyshire. We could find them, too,
in an old sawmill; in the quarries and the charcoal pits; in the
wooded dingle; as tinkers, among the hills and the grey houses
roofed with slate; driving a two-wheeled cart and claiming to be
born in Limerick, met with in a lane at foot of a holy thorntree,
which was strung with rags and amulets; in the terrible suburbs;
outside the 'pull-in*, waiting for the lorries; on the shore, by a
hedge of aloes, picking the prickly pears as fodder for their camels,
and in the drought eating, themselves, of that forbidden fruit;
sleeping in the shadow of an upturned boat, where waves lap the
columns of a fallen temple; that special race who take up their
dwelling among ruins; at 'cold harbour', far away among the
meadows; in the earthworks and the Roman camp; in the stone
circles which are giant hearthstones; in Lilliput island among the
*works of pygmy hands; in caves where there are bones of mam-
moth; on foot, in carts, in caravans; begging from crutches, in
wheelbarrows, or crouched in the dust; howling, whining, or
whispering for pity; with their Kings and ragged dynasties; and
with the Beggar on Horseback for a proverb proven, and truth
out of an image and a string of words.